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To go with Paris to Saint Peters Church. 

Or 1 will drag thee,oil a Hurdle thither. 

Out you grecne fickneflc carrion.ouc vou baaeage. 
You tallow face. ' oi5 5 

Lady. Fie,fie,what arc you mad ? 
lul Good Father,I bcfcech you on my knees 
Heare me with patience,but to fpeake a word. 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage,difobedicnt wretch, 
I tell thee what,get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or ncuer after lookc me in the face. 

Speakejnot,reply not,do not anfwerc me. 

My fingers itch,wife: we fearce thought vs bleft, 

That God had lent vs but this onely Child, 

But now I lee this one is one too much. 

And that we haue a curfe in hauing her: 

Out on her Hilding. 

Nur. Godinheauen blcflcher. 

You arc too blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wil*cdome?hold your tongue. 
Good Prudence.fmatcer with your goffip,go. 

Nur. I fpeake no treafon. 

Father, O Godigoden, 

May noc one fpeake ? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling fooic, 

Vtter your grauitic ore a Gofllps bowlcs 
For here we need it not. 

La. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad: 

Day ^ightjho lire,ridc,timc,workc,play, 

Alone in companie,ftill my rare hath bin 
To haue her raatcht,and hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman ofNoblc Parentage, 

Offaire Demeancs. Youthful) ,a«d Nobly Allied, 

Stuft as they fay with Honourable parts. 

Proportion’d as ones thought would wilh a man. 

And then to haue a wretched puling foole, 

A whining mammet,in her Fortunes tender. 

To anfwer,Ile noc wed, I cannot Loue: 

I am too young,I pray you pardon me. 

But,and you will not wed,lie pardon you. 

Graze where you will,you Hull not heufe with me: 
Looke too’t,thipkc on’t,I do not vie to ieft. 

Thurfday is nccre.lay hand on heart,aduife. 

And you betmnejlegiue you to my Friend: 

And you benot,h 2 ng,beg,ftiaue,die in the (fleets. 

For by my foule,Ile nere acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine fhall newer do thee good: 

Truft coo'c,baf»inke you^le not be forfworne 
lull. Is there no piccic£ttjpgin the Claudes, 

;Thac fees into the bottome of my griefe ? . 

■O fweec my Mot|i>Qt.'e?fi me,not away. 

Delay this tpumage,forja.mbt>th > a wetke. 

Or ifyou 4oitot,make the Bridall bed 
In tliat dim Momirneiitvyflcre Tybalt lies. 

Mo. Talkfi pot jto;ij>e,for l ie not fpeake a word 
Do as thou wikjforlhaue^onc with thpc,n 
lul. O 

* 

O Nurfejiow fhall this be preuented ?; 

;My Husband is on earth,my faith in-hcauep, 

;How {hall that faith rp?y§f|e.^gainetpearth, i 
}V tileflc that M«ibl»od heaven, 

”y leauing earth ?Comfort me.counfijifliroe^,. 

, bcke.alackc.thatheauen Ihoilld ptailife ftmagctias 
Vpon fo fofc.a iobicifta* myfclfe. :' i: - j 3 j < )f;1 


The Trage^eafP^nmandfuli^, 


Exit, 


Exit. 
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jVpon iu iorS:^ *i»uicc.i u* icuc. i U£ .i] ; 

|What faift tbou?baft thou,not a word of ioy ? 
Some comiMC^utfe, 
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Nur. Faith here it it, 

Romeo \$ banifhcd,and all the world to noth; 

That he dares nere come backe to challen " n§ » 

Or it he do,it needs rnuft be b y ftcalch. gC you: 

rhen fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth 
I thinkc it beft you married with the Count’e 
O h:e s a Louely Gentleman: c ’ 

Romeos a dilh-clout to him: an Eagle Mada* 

Hath not fo.greenc,fo quicke.fo f§ rc an ey( . 

As Parti hath,bc(hrow my very heart * 

I thinkc you are happy in this fecond match 

For it excels your firlflor if it did not, * 

Your firft is dead,or ’twcrc as good he were 

Asliumghereandyounovfeofhim. * 

lul. Speakeft thou from thy heart 1 
Nur. Andfrommyfoulctoo, 

Or elfe befiircw them both. 
lul. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

/«/. Wclljthou haft comforted mematue’lon. , 

Go»in,and tell my Lady I am gone, 5muc ^ 

Hauing difpleafd my Father, to Lawrence Cell 
To make confeflion,and to be abfolu’d. 

Nur. Marrie I will,and this is wifely done, 
lul. Auncient damnation,O mod wicked fiend- 

I I is more fin to wilh me thus forfworne 

Su m y L ? rd with that &me tongue 

VV Inch flic hath prail’d him with aboue compare 

So many thoufand times? Go Counlcllor, * 

Thou and my bofom chenchforth (hall be twain*. 

He to the Frier to know his remedie. 

If all elfe faile,my fclfe hauepower to die. Ex(m 

Enter Frier and Countie Peris. 

Fri. On Thurfday fimhotime is very fhort, 

Par. My Father Capulet will haue it to. 

And 1 am nothing flow to flack his haft. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies mind? 

Vneuen is the courfej like it not. 

Pa. Immoderately (he weepes for death 

And therfore haue I little talkc of Loue, 

For Vtntts imiles not in a liouie of teares*. 

Now fir,her Father counts it dangerous 
That {he doth giue her forrow fo mochfway: 

And in his wifedome,hafts our marriage, 

To flop the inundation of her teares, 

Whichitoo much minded by her fclfe alone. 

May be put from her by focietie. j - 

Now doe you know the reafon of this haft ? 

Fri. 1 would I knew not why it fhould be flow’d. 
Looke fir,here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 

Enter Met. 

Par. Happily me t,my Lady and my wife. 
lul. That may be fir, when hmay be a wife. 

Par. That may be,moft be Loue,ou Thurfday next. 
lul. What tnuft be lhall be. rn<- 

Fri, That’s a cettainctext.ci ■ Jar 
Par. Come you to make confcflion to this Father? 
lul. .To atiiwere that,I fhould confeffe to you. 

Par.. Do not denie to him,that you Loue me. 
lul. I will confeffe to you that I Lone him. 

Par. So will ye,I am fure that you Loue me. 
lul. If J do (b,it will be of more price, 

Benig {poke behind your backe, then co your face. 

Par. Poore foule,tby face is much abuf’d with teares, 

Iuli. THe 
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•Ja? bad inough before their fpight. 

Cnt it ^ _ir mnrr then teares vtfich that 
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io* ic rhouwrong’ft it more rhen teares with that report, 
r / That is no flaunder fir.whi ch is a truth, 

' m1, , , i-ake I fpake it to thy lace. 

A n r ‘ Th'?face is mine,and thou haft (hundred 
tl It may be fo,for it is noc mine own;, 
at leifure,Holy Father now, 

A f I,ii \ come to you at euenmg Malk ? 

Of M y leifure ferues me penfwe daughter now. 

, 1 ord you mull intreat the time alone. 

Godfheild: 1 flrould difturbe Dcuot.on, 

.. n Thurfd^v early will I rowle yec, 

Jjfthen adue,and keepe this holy kiile. Exit Paris. 

I I o {hut the doore.aud when thou haft uone lo, 
fomeWpewkh me.paft hope^ft care.paft hclpe. 

fri. O Mist,l alreadic know thy griete, 
l.ftfcaniej me paft the compaile ol my wits: 

1 heare thou muft and nothing may prorogue it, 
/^Thurfday next be married to this Countie, 
l„l. Tell me not Frier that thou heareft of this, 
y n l e (fe thou tell mcihow I may preuent it: 
ifin thy Wtfcdomc,thou canft giue no hclpe, 

Do thou but call my relolution wife, 

and with’his knife,He hclpe it pi efentlf. 

q 0( j ioyn’d my heart,and Romeos,thou our hands, 

And ere this hand bythce to Romeo feal’d : 

Shsil be the Labcll to another Decde, , 

Otmy true heart with trecherous rcuolt, 
furne to anotber,tbis {hall flay them botn : 

Therefore out of thy long expetien’ft time, 

Giue me fomeprefent counlell.or behold 
Jwixt'my extreames and m?,thisbI>ody knife 
Shall play the vmpecrc,arbitrating char. 

Which thecommiflion of thy yeares and art. 

Could to no llTue of true Honour bring: 

Be not fo long to fpeak,! longjo die, 

Ifwhat thou fpeak ft,fpeake not of remedy. 

Fri. Hold Daughter,! doe fpie a kind ofhope. 

Which craues as defpetate an execution, 

Asthat is defperate which we would preuenr. 

Ifirather then to msfvieCountie Paris 

Thou haft the ftrength ofwill to ftay thy fclfe. 

Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
Athinglike death to chide away this (hamc. 

That coap’ft with death himfelle.to lcape fro it : 
Andifthou dat ? ft,Ue giue thee remedie. 

ltd. Oh bid medeape,rather then marrie Paris , 

From of ihcBattlcments of any T ower. 

Or walke in thceuifh waies,or bid me lurke 
Where Serpents are: chaine me with roaring Bearcs 
Or hide me nightly in 3 Charneil houfc, 

Orccoutred quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
Withreckic flhankes and yellow chappcls fculls: 
Otbidme go into anew made grauc. 

And hide me with a dead man in his grauc , 

Things that to heare them told, haul: made me tremble. 
And l Will doe'ic without feare or doubt, 

Toliuean vnftained wife to my fweec Loue. 

Fri. Hold then: goehome.be merrie,,giueconfcnt, 
Tomarrie/’m>: wenfday is tomorrow, 

Tomorrow night looke that thou lie alone, 
LcttiocthyNurle he with thee in thy Chamber: 

Take thou this Violl being then in bed. 

And this diftilling liquor drinke thou off. 

When presently through all thy vcines fhall run. 


A cold and drowfie humour: for no pulfe 
Shall keepe his r.aciue progrefie,but furccafe: 

No warmth, no breath ftiail teftifie thou liueft, 

The Rofes in thy lips and cheekes fhall fade 
To many allies,the eyes windowes fall 
Like death when he flnit vp the day oflife: 

Each part depriu’d offupple gouernment. 

Shall ftiffe and ftarke,ind cold appearelike death. 

And in this borrowed likenefle of fhrunke death 
Thou Ih a It continue two and forty houres, 

And then awake,as from a plealant flcepe. 

Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes, 

To rowfe thee from thy bed .there art thou dead : 

Then as the manner of our country is, 

In thy beft Robes vneouer’d on the Becre, 

Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds graue: 

Thou fhalt be borne to that fame ancient vault. 

Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 

In she meane time again!! thou fhalt awake, 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift, 

And hither fhall he come.andthat very night 
Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Mantua. 

And this fhall Free thee from this prefent fhame. 

If no inconftant toy nor womaniih feare. 

Abate thy valour in che ailing ir. 

lul. Giue me,giue me,0 tell not me ofcare, 

Fri. Hold gee you gnnc,be ftrong and prolperous: 

In this refoIue,!le fend a Frier with ipced 
To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 

Iu. Loue giue me ftrength, 

And ftrength (hail helpe afford: 

Farewell deare fathe’r. Exit 

Enter Father Capulet , Mother, Nurfe, and 
Serving men/wo. or three. 


Cap. So many guefts inuitc as here are writ. 

Sirrah,go lure me twenty cunning Cooke*. 

Ser. You fhall haue none ill fir, for Hectic if they can 
licke their fingers. 

Cap. How canft thou trie them fo? 

Ser. Marrie lir,’tis an ill Cooke that cannot \icke his 
ownc fingers: therefore he that cannot licke his fingers 
goes not wich me. 

Cap. Go be gone.we fhall be much vnfurnifht for this 
time : what i* my Daughter gone to Frier Lawrence ? 

Nur. 1 lorfooth. 

Cap. Well he may chance to do fome good on her, 

A peeuifb feltVwild harlotry it is. 

Enter luliet. 

Nur. See where fhe comes from fhrift 
With merrie looke. 

Cap. How now my headftrong. 

Where haue you bin gadding ? 

lul. Where I haue learn: me to repent the fin 
Ofdifobcdientoppofition „• 

To you 3nd your behefts,and am enioyn’d 
By holy Lawrence, to fall proftraceherc, 

To beg your p3rdon:pardon I bcfcech you. 
Henceforward I am euer rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the Countie,goe tell him of this, 
lie haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 

lul , I met the youthfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 

And gauehim whatbecomed Loue I might. 

Not ftepping ore the bounds ofmodeftie. 

Cap. Why I am glad on’c,this is well,ftand vp. 
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